MOTES                                            ??
of uncertainty and suspense ever since my return to public life.
I am sorry for it. But what cannot be cured must be endured.
I still do not know where I stand. I am not going to preside for
the purpose of division. I will accept the honour if my acceptance
serves the nation in any way. The fact is I am tired of these divi-
sions. I read Faust in the Yeravda Jail for the second time. My
first reading of it years ago left no impression on me. I could not
catch Goethe's message. I do not know that I have even now-
But I may claim to have understood it somewhat. Margaret is
sore at heart and troubled. She finds no relief from her misery
save by going to the spinning-wheel and to the music -of the
wheel giving vent to her grief. I was much struck by the whole
conception. Margaret is alone in her room torn within with doubt
and despair. The poet sends her to her wheel lying in a corner
in the room. The reader may be sure she had a well-chosen library
of books, a few paintings and a copy of handwritten and illustra-
ted Bible. She finds no solace either in the paintings or the books
or, for Margaret, the Book of books. She involuntarily goes to the
wheel and finds peace in refusing to find it. Here are the noble
lines:
My peace is gone, and my heart is sore:
I have lost him, and lost him, for evermore I
The place, where he is not, to me is the tomb.
The world is sadness and sorrow and gloom!
My poor sick brain is crazed with pain;
And my poor sick heart is torn in twain!
My peace is gone and my heart is sore,
For lost is my love for evermore 1
You may paraphrase them a little and the verses almost re*
present my condition. I seem to have lost my Love too and feel
distracted, I feel the abiding presence of my Lover and yet he
seems to be away from me. For he refuses to guide me and give
clear-cut injunctions. On the contrary, like Krishna, the arch
mischief-maker to the Gopis, he exasperates me by appearing, dis-
appearing and reappearing. When I see the light steadily before
my eyes, I shall see my way clear and ask the reader to follow me.
Meanwhile I can only take up the wheel or speak or write
about it and commend it to the reader. In my loneliness, it is
my only infallible friend and comforter. May it be so to the
reader. One friend at least equally tossed like Margaret and me
says; "Fortunately you have left the spinning-wheel for us, I am
therefore consoling myself as much as I can by spinning."